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life of Riobamba and that only a few months previ-
ously we had left the teeming metropolis of modern
New York.
And here we were deep in the far interior of
Ecuador's Oriente, with no sign of human life
around us,
Over all spread an inescapable feeling of desola-
tion despite the riotous profusion of growing things.
Our surroundings were eerie and ominous, vast in
their silences. What a land of ghosts!
At one place a deserted house was still standing
in solitary grandeur. Quiet, forlorn, and
mysterious, it gave every evidence that it had been
abandoned hurriedly. Within everything was in dis-
array. Old shoes, lamps, picture-frames, chests, and
broken furniture were scattered about. In a corner
stood a blackboard bearing in Spanish a message
written in faded chalk requesting all passers-by to
respect the house and its pitiful contents "now that
it is alone."
Under the high raised floor of the structure were
three graves, above each a wooden cross thrust in
the ground. Several withered wreaths, even an
Indian head-dress or two, hung on the arms of the
crosses that stood above the dead. To one side was
broken ground, the beginning of another tomb, and
on its cross faint pencilled lines still marked the
space prepared for some unfilled-in name.
Even the sun's bright rays were dimmed by the
gloom of the place, and I wondered what mute